And my rebels downed cheap wine and said:
We will yet drink a toast in the cellars of Pilate. And when they lifted their robes they were thin and consumptive and splay-footed.
And Yochanan of Gush-Halav was lean and winning and he had never set eyes on Bar-Giora, (and in the Galilee they were not moved by the sign of the cross against the flat of the sky).
All this Flavius did not tell you but he knew there would be no toasts raised in the cellars of Pilate, (and Pilate was dead) and his heart was cold like a Roman Legion winding its way through the alleys of Jerusalem.
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